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English Queen-of-Spain, leads a homely touch. In dry spots,
especially on the path leading from Dikchhu up towards the
Penlong pass, various members of the Danaine family, relatives
of the common Monarch of U.S.A. hover round the trees. They
are all large butterflies, some reddish-white with black wing-tips,
some dappled grey and others (of the genus Euploea), dark
brown velvet suffused with sapphire, one of the loveliest of all
Indian butterflies. In addition there are no less brilliant day-
flying moths, and innumerable bees and wasps of monstrous size
encased in metallic panoplies of green, blue and purple. At
night, moths, beetles, ant-lions and praying-mantises come out
in immense variety; but we did not get much chance of observ-
ing them till we reached Gangtok itself, where the electric light
standards drew vast numbers every evening. Whether we
were looking at a hawk-moth or the huge Atlas himself with
his nine-inch wing-span or an almost microscopic plume-like
species, we never ceased to marvel at the intricacies of the
designs which had been bestowed on them. How hopelessly
inadequate and artificial those theories seemed, that attempted
to account for such beauties on utilitarian grounds, and which
till recently were supposed to have said the last word on the
subject. The prevailing bright colour of an insect or flower can
certainly be advantageous to its possessor as a means of calling
a mate, or warning off a bird, or attracting the pollinating bee;
but it is only an artist who can find a use for the minute lines
and dots, the delicate scroll-work, the silvery hairs, the tiny
points of colour that turn orchids and insects into so many
miracles. Without the presence of some sort of inherent Will
in all things, it would seem the maddest waste. For whose eye
must the controlling cells go to all this trouble ?

At Singhik there occurred the first break in the monsoon*
Till that time we had been almost continuously enveloped in
mist, with heavy rain at times* We went to bed in Singhik
bungalow without a hint of a change in the weather; but about
midnight someone chanced to go on to the veranda and saw
the mountains unveiled and silhouetted against a moon-lit sky.
At dawn we witnessed a great wonder. In front of us lay the
garden, bounded by a fence of purple bougainvillaea and datura
bushes covered roth white trumpet-shaped flowers. Looking
beyond, we could see up into the side valley of Talung, thickly
wooded, which drains the snows of Simvu, Suddenly that